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The Cartain is drawn'np, and there ap- 
pears a Newmph leaning on an Urne, re- 
preſenting:the River 1 haimes , attended 
by two N'ymphs, repreſenting Peace 
and Plenty : Neear ber ave the four 
Pavts of the World ſeeming to make 
offerings to Her: Ou the openine, of the. 
Scene, lamenting voices are heard on both 
frdes of the Theatre, ' at Which, the 


% 


|  Nympbof the River feems affrigtned. 
Voices within. Fly, Fly, Help, Ob! Help or we the. 
| Tha. * T Hat mournful criesaretheſe on ev' ry fide! 


TheWinds waft nothing to thisIland o're 
But the complainings of ſome Neighbr'ing Shore, 

And all the Ecchoesare in groans employ'd. 

The fair * Axguſta too, I weeping fee, — 

Though none ſo fair, ſo rich, ſogreat as She ; <#4- 

Alas! my Fears encreale : | 


You gentle Nymphs of Plenty and of Peace, 
A 2 Z Shall | 


"if 7 "Pkaſho nos me ea ie 
NO £ with. yoke : 
Shall bring your = no more. 
Plen. T'to no. other Dwelling will betake, 
Pe, ea, Thy beayrious Streams Lneyer- will. forſake, 
_ Euro. And we our Preſents ſtill will make. 
Om. * Weour proſents 1 Mill will make. 
. iÞhe Thy: Hores. with 211 «Hy: Plebty ſhall-be fill'd. 
Pea, My Halcion on thy\Banks fer: Neſt ſhall build. 
_ Eur. Thou.ſhalt in all'my nobleſt Arts be skill' d. 
Af My. Jewels ſhall,adorn no Brow but Thine. 
. Amer. " Thy. Loyers iff my. Gold'ſhall ſhine. 
Afri, "Thou for thy Slaves, ſhalt have theſe 


Scorched Sons of mine. 


Mom 
_ Plen. 


Euro. 


A & And we our preſents ſtil] will make. 


Amer. | | 
Om. We our preſents ſtill: will make. 
Pea. What ſhould ſo much Beauty fear, 
Round this. Ifle the Heavens appear 
Like your owa ſtreams, all undiſtarb'd and clear: 


The. 


$Thyt beautions ſtreams we neyer will forlake. LA 


[3] 
Tha. Theſe beantious-Nymphs unfrightned too, 
Not minding what on other Shores they do, 
Their innocent delights purſue. 
Pea. See, They (void of grief: or Pac 
Come to entertain you here. FP, 


Enter N.ymphs, who Dance, and go off. 


Tha. Oh! now my Spirits'I recover, 
I've  wak d the Gerins of this'Iſle, my Wars-like LOOK 


Enter the Genius of England... 


Gen. What cries are thele diſturb my FS Reſt ? 
Tha. 'Tis 1, (my Love)? tis I, thy ayde requeſt. 
Gen. Is it my Nymph, what doſt thou fear ? 
Tha. Does not my Love lad cries round him hear ? 
Gen. Wilt thou thy fear at every ſhrick proclaim ? 
Tha. AmT alone to blame ? 
Do you not ſee AnguFa, rich and fair,” | 
(Though to her Lap, Iall my Treaſure bear) , 
Will for no comfort ſtay her Tears? - 
Auguſta 1s inclin'd 'to fears. 


"I 


| C4] 
Be ſhe full, or be ſhe wayning, 
Still Auguftz is complaining. 
| Give her all you canto cafe Her, 
You hall never, never pleaſe Her. 
Gen, Theſe fgars do not belong to:Her nor You;; 
Europe only ſhould lament, 
The Nymphs of his fair Continent. 
Some Gyants now purſue. 
But this {weet Iſle no Monſter can invade. | 
Tha. Oh ſend thoſe poor diſtreſſed N ymphs ſome Aid. 
Eur. From: the mild power of this happy place. 
| Who 1s inclin'd, 
To make the World as peaceful as bismind, 
| | They have already gain'd the grace: - 
Two Heroes of his own celeſtial Race 
Are ſent; the one to Triumph o're the Seas, 
And all the watery Divinities. 
\ The other, Monſters of the Land to quell, 
And make the Nymphs in ſafety dwell. 
Gen, The firſt, in War has all perfections -gain'd, 
That can by humane nature be attain'd : 


The 


£5] 
The {econd:promiles, to be 
All that in the firſt we ſee; 
Eur. Mars to the firſt does all his glory lend: 
The ſecond Beauty, Youth, and Love attend. 
Gen. Both in high perfeRions ſhine : 
Valour, Glory, tace Divine : 
Waita while, atid you ſhall ſee 
Both recarn with Victory. 


Pea.: Hark, hark 3 the Triumph!'s neat; 
And ſee ! ys both already crown'd appear. 
FT f1 


Enter Oneccrownd With a Naval Crown, 
attended by Sea-gods and Tritons. 


Rejoyce you watry Deities : | 
The mighty Monſters of 'the Seas, 
This valiant Prince has ſain. ' 
The Gol of this fair Iſle ſhall now, 
Command- (as all his Right allow) - 
The Empite of the Mayne: © 


Ent QF 7 


19 


Enter one Crown d with a my Git F roWn, 
attended by W” arrionrs. 


Ye Gods and diyphs of; Plains a 
Of. Springs and Streams, enjoy: your Loves: 
This youthful Hero has ſabdu'd, 
The Satyrs now'of. ev'ry Woods 
Has kill'd or ta'n e'm all for Slaves, E | 
And chac'd the Gyants from their Cayes. © | 
Cho. of all. Let us both their-praiſes fing, ? | 
Whilſt we both in'Friumph bring, 
Let us all contend to grace e'm, 
With our loud, and joyfull'ſt thanks, .- 
| Whilſt upon the flow'ry banks, 
Of this beautious Nymph we place e'm. 


Two Entries are Danc'd: One of S ea-god s 
and the other of Warriours. 


Gen. Now ae Heroes to my bleſt bode, 
And to my Nymph beloy'd by ev'ry God. 
Tha. Welcom to my Love and me, 
| Now we all ſhall happy be. 
_ Cho. Now we all ſhall happy be. 


Wat bi 
th 
I d * 56h 
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A Temple of Fame appears. | 
Ple.Now you whole valour gives the World repoſe, 
See what Fame on you beſtows. 


Her ſhining Temple ſhall preſerve your names, 
And thenee her Trumpet your renown'proclaims. 
Gen. To our Divinity now let us go, . 
And at his Feet your Crowns and Trophies throw. 
Eur. I will my thanks in Offerings proclaim. 
Aft. Tle lend you Spice. 
Amer, I Gold. | 
Afr. And Ithe fame. 
Tha. Fle be your Guide. 
My Streams beneath his Palace flide. 
There it is not far beforeyon, 
Pleaſure, Arts, Religion, Glory, 
Warm'd by his propitious Saule, 
Flouriſh there, and blefs tis He. | 
Txrning te 


Gen. But ſtay | what wonder does my Sp1- Jn 
ive Ng 
and Queen» 


rit ſeizc ? 
See! here are both thegreat Divinities. 
Tha. The God and Goddels too of this bleſs'd Iſle 1 
Chaſt Beauty in her aſpect ſhines, 


And Love in his does ſmile. 
B Gen. 


[8] 
Gen. Quickly (Heroes) as 'tid meer, 
Throw your Trophies at their Feet. 
Fall down, and adore e'm. 
Whilſt with ſpeed we hither call, 
The Gods of neighbt*ing Groves,and all 
Their Nymphs to dance before e'm. 


Enter Rural Gods and Nymphs, and Dance. 


When the Prologue is done,and all gone off the Stage, 
Enter Two, who fing this Song. 
Now for the Play, the Prologue 3s done, 
The Dancing is o're, and the Singers are gone. 
The Ladies ſo fine, and ſo fair it ſurpaſſes, 
Are dreſs'd,and bave ull takin leave of their glaſſes. 
IW here are the Slawes ſhould make ready the Stage ? 


Here, bere are the ſlaves ſhould make ready the Stage. 
An Entry of Carpenters. 


The Song to the Minovet, Danced in the Prologue, to be 
ſung by Shepbeards. 


Happy we Swaines, who are young and have leiſure, 
And but the wit our advantage to know. 


We do not need either Fortune or Treaſure, 
Love and Delight with the youthful will go. 
: Coyelſt 


[9] 


Coyeſt-of Nymphs may be won to the pleaſure, 
By Shepheards who love, and bave youth to beſtow. 
Then whilſt we are young, let's to pleaſure betake us, 
Each Swain with his Nymph. and each Nymph with 
her Swain Fa 
Embrace, and be happy as Loving can make ys, 
And ſo make the moſt of our youth that we can. 


a»... 


ba — 


Chivns after the Firſt AR, 


Enter Strephon, Corydon, Daphne, Sylvia. 
Cho. of Shepbeards. 


| Str, Hark, hark, I hear the merry Hunters Horn, 
| | Cory. The ſound from yonder, Hill by winds is born. 
| Daph, Diana, and her Nymphs are all that way 
| A Hunting gone 

Syl. So ſoon e're break of day. 

Let e'm let e'm go. 
Chor. Lovers, better pleaſures know. 
Stre, Let the cold Nymphs run dabling in the Dew, 
Kind Love to warmer pleaſures us invites 


Deph. I do not envy their delights, 
| - Whilſt my dear Strephon does continue true: 
| B 2 Cor. 


* -—-_ - 


ws 


[16] 


' Cor. Whilſt thus ſevere my Sylvie does remain, 
Fenvy not the Hunters, but the ſlain. 


_ Sylv: 


Poor Corydon, thy flame remove; 
F pity thee, but cannot love. 


Yet I own, I have ſomething in every Vein; 
Which moves me to-Love, could'I meet with a Swain,, 
Whio were:to my mind; and would:love-me again. 


Str S:. 


See. Shepheards the day is begun : 
Come, with our ſports let's welcam the Sun. 


Shepheards Dance to. this. following Song, 


Sylv. 


Kind Lovers, Love on, 
; Eeaſtthe World be undone, 

And Mankind be lo& by Degrees. 
For if all from their Lowes, 
Should go wander inGroves, 

There ſoon would be nothing but Trees. 


Exeunt omnes. 


ov 
. ws, vw - 


Chorus 


"= 
Chorus after the Second Act. 


Enter Strephoy, C o73dox » Daphne, Sylvia, 
Chorus of Shepheards, The Scene near 
the Vale, whither the Windscarryed: 
Caliſtho. &. 


Cho. Come Shepheards,quickly haſten to the ſhades; 
The Sun with all his force the Air invades. 
Sylv. The open plains let us forſake, 
Here is a:Grove will pity of -us-take. 
The Trees in gentle whiſperings invite us, . 
Here are all things to delight us. 
Str. Theſe pleaſures none can well improve, . 
But we ( my Shepherdeſs ) who love. 
Daph. Theſe pleaſures none can well improve. 
But we ( my deareſt Swain ) who love. 
Corid.” Oh happy-Shepheard; and kind Shepherdeſs, 
Whom all the Gods, above expreſſion bleſs. 
Here Sylvia cruel, T forlorn, 
Torment our ſelves each day. 
Whilſt I with grief, and ſhe with ſcorn, 
Waſt all our youth away. 


Syle: 


[#9] 
Sylv. Alas poor Shepheard | the fault is not mine, 
That to thy paſſion'I de not incline, 
I wiſh thy love and deſerg were more moving, 


For I confeſs 7 kin would be loving. 
© She peieſer and ftarte. 


What __ the ſuddain _) do II ayle? 
Gentle winds from yonder Vale, 
On the ſuddain warm my.Heart. 

Sylv. Oh! I'm wounded : Oh!. I ſmart. 


Enter Cupids, 
Sire. Sure ſome God is here deſcended, 
With a Train of Loves attended, 
Sylv. Oh! I'm wounded : Oh ! I Love. 


This 1s ſome inchanted Grove. 
Cho. This is ſome inchanted Grove. 


Cupids Dance, andgo off. 


Stre. Oh! my Soul,is ina flame. 

Daph. I muſt fly or loſe my Fame; 

Cor, O what raging Paſſions fill,me'! 
Love me * Sylvia now, or;kill me. 


[13] 
-$yls. Oh! I love,:and long to fhew it, - 
But my Shepheard ſhall not know it. 
Stre. Oh! my Daphne ! now, or never, 
Daph. Strephon, fly my ſphe for ever. 
Corid. 1 can no longer Sylvia wait thee, 
$ylv. Corydon, be gone, Ihate thee. 
Chor. Curſe on this inchanted Grove. 
We are all undone with Love. 
We are all undone with Love. 
Fly from this inchanted Grove. | 
: | Exeunt omnes, | 


Chorns after the Third ACt. 
Sylv. Corydon is a noble Swain, 
And too long has felt diſdain. 
But ſince ſcorn I oneedid ſhow, 
My Love I'm too proud to let him know. 
Daph Ah Sylvia ! 'Sylwia ! my Heart (like yours) 
Pain from fooliſh Pride endures. 
I angry with Strephon to day did appear, 
And now long to reconcile : - 
Yet in pride for a time will ſeem ſevere, . 
Though it breaks my Heart the while. 


Enter - | 


| £14) 
Enter Sttephon, Corydon, Chorus of Shepheards. 
Daphne and Sylvia offer to go 95 they Enter. 


Stre, Oh whither does my lovely Daphne fly 2 
Cory. How long will Sylvia Corydon deny? 
Daph. It is will my kindneſs to remove : 


Sylv. And 1 ſhall never, never Love. 
Dapbne and Sylwia Exeunt. 


Stre. Oh! what has chang'd my Daphne's mind ? 
Cho, Oh falſe, and cruel Womanekind ! 
1:Shep. Come Shepheards do not complain. 
See, ſee yonder amerry Train, 
Of Gypſies dancing over the Plain. 
Call e'm ſtraighe, call e'm ſtraight to comfort theſe 


poor Swains. 
An Entry of Gypſies. 


No longer complain, 
If your Loves ſhew diſdain, 
Be proud, and diſdain em again. 
The Fools you will find 


Will be glad. to be kind, 


When they once are deſpiſed by the Men. 
| Gypſies go off. 
1 Shep. 


Fes 


1 Shep. Hark,hark'! in yonder woods the Satyrs play, - 


The Ecchoes bring their laughs this way. 
They with ſome pleaſant ſport'are pleas'd. 
The wanton Demy-beaſts ſome N ymphs have ſeiz'd, 


Enter two Shepheards. 


Laugh Shepheards, Laugh and ſing. 
Joyful Tydings now we bring. 
The fair Caliſtho is diſgrac'd; 
Gods and Mortals hate the Chaſe. 


An Entry of Satyrs: 


$tre, All-this to me but little eaſe does give, 
Coryd, All joys are dead to-me, iwhy do I live? © 
Stre. Indeath alone we eaſe ſhall find. 
Coryd. In death alone we eaſe ſhall fad. 
Chor. of all. Oh falſe and cruel. Woman-kipd ! - "oh 

| Exeunt ones. 
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Cots inthe Fourth Ae. © 
' Enter Dopbne and Sylvie. | 


Daph. Ok 1 "whither are our poor deſpairing "EH 
1 fear I have my Streghou ſlain; [gone ? 
Syle. And I my Corydos. 
Daph, '* © | Oh my ſorrow! Oh my pain! 
Could 1 my $trephon find's 
Could I my deareſt Strephon find: 
Fd never be-unkind:/ 
Fd never be unkind. to. him. again. - 
Sylz, And , wy Love would paſſionately own, 
CouldI find my _ 
Deph. Do Dream? Dol Rave>- - © 
'- | Look towards yonder Cave. 


"4 Qur Shepheards come from yonder Cave. 
or d Our Shepheards come from-yonder Cave, 


'Sjlo. From empty pride Ile be free, 
It ſhall bring no-more miſchief upon me. 
Since E Love as well as he; 
& Fle not hazard my joy, 
In being fooliſhly coy, 
It had like to-have undone me:. Daphne: 


JMI 


T £7] 


Dapbne and Sylvia 20 and meet. *Hepphon 
Ho each bringsi inher Shep- 
ear 


Daph. Dear Sirephon, give deſpairing o're, 
Unkindneſles are gone, 
I never will be cruel to thee more. 
Sylw. Nor I to Corydon. 


_ Cory, O what kind God does $ylwvia's hate remove ? 


Str. And made at length my Daphne grateful prove ? 


Sylw. The God of Love. 
Daph. The God of Love. 
yl The gentle God of Love. 
Coryd. Ob happy Tydings ! 
Stre. Bleſſed hour ! 
 -  Pver kind andgentle Pow'r. 
Cory. Ever kind and gentle Pow'r. 


Enter Chorus of $ nba follow d by 
Bacchuſles, | 


| Chor, Joy Shepheards boy ! Diana's difpractd, 
| Love has had to day Revenge on the Chaſt. 
C 2 The 


The: .”- here our mirth to improve, 


Come hither to followthe Triumphs of Love, 
No mirth without Bacchns,. nor joy without 


{ Love. 
Au Entry of Bacchulles, 
After the Dance. 


Cor. Since all enjx.gnief 1lius jm fully ends, 
bv ach Shepheardeſs make hor $ hepheard 'amends 
"To-tbe Temple 1ot's.go, . 

And then es will ſhow, 


What evcry Lower, "2 Loving mmteads. 
Exeunt ommnes. 


\ —_ 


* -1 
| &y 
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Chorus after the Fifth in. : 
Enter Strephon, Cer ydon, a7 wh Sylvia; Chorus 
of Shepheerds, as fraprthe Lemple, | 


_ iCbo. Happy: Lovers.k bappy Hive, 
And alFthe Gods theic blefli: ings pive. | 


oath Lead along, and with Delight, 
"oNxpte -tSihaften. on the Lig: wh, 


— 


- Enter 


&$tre. 


Cory. 


1 Afr. 


Gory. 


See? the N ighe's' come © fo meet us. 


Afr. : 


[rg] 


© xter tibo't Africa ores. * 


What Vii on's this Came togreet us ? 


Stay gentle Swains be hot afraid, 
To (ee our. Faces bid jnhade. 
We,:but lately, wereas fairy! 


Asyour Shepheatdelles are.. 


Didnot a fi agtick youth of. late,.. 
O'relet che Chariot: of he. Sun ? 
He did;-and'bis deſerved Fate" 
He metwhef he had done. 
It is he that bath urdokie; us : 
He powr'd whole ſtreams. 
Of meltingBeaws, 
Red, and glowing borupon us 


And now we range the World around, 


To ſee if our loſt Beauty can be found, 


[20] 
Enters Third African 'Þ#oman. 


3 Afr:.Rezoyce, Rejoyce 2 our Beauty's found, 
| q Our lovely, White and Red, 

To two chaſt Nymphs of . Cyathie' s Train is fled. 
. And they muſt Stars be crownd: 

And now inſtead of "what we ſought, 

Our black with'ms muſt fair be thought. 


| This happy Fate, who could Divine? 
| & wakes FOur Beauty then in Heay'n muſt ſhine. 


1 Afr, No loſers we ſhall prove, 
By parting with our Red and White; 
Tf Black will ſerve the turn of Love; 
For Beauty's made for Loves delight. 
4 Afr. See! See! the Nymphs are coming here. 
Sylv. But Oh! what glorious Apparition's near ? 
The Clouds amazing Glories pild : 
All the Clouds with Gods are fill'd. 
And all the Gods appear. 


_ Caliſtho 


Caliſtho ayd Nyphe enter under a Canopy, 
ſapported by Africans ; Immediately 
upon their entrante a Heayn 1 diſco- 
ver d, fill d with Gods and Goddeſſes, _ 


The whole, concludes with an Entry of 
Africans, and this Song. 


Daph. Mu$i theſe be Starrs ? and to Heaven remove, 
Before they have taſted the pleaſures of Lowe, 
That the Gods ſoill, ſuch Beanty ſhould uſe ! 
What mighty Coft muſt Nature looſe ? 
Syl.. ] cannot ſo much Beanty ſhow, - : 
But what I bawe, T le better beftow. © 
Not upon Gods, or Glories above, 
Or empty Rexown, but Pleaſure and Love, 
All pleaſure but Love, from our Hearts we'l be chacings. 
W:'I kindle our. ſelves into Starrs with embracings 
We'l every moment our pleafures renew, 


Our Loves ſhall be flaming, and laſting and true; 


FEINIS 


